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Written upon receiving a Rose plucked 
from a Grave-Yard. 


BY MISS E. MARSHALL. 
TELL me upon what lowly bed 

Thy lovely leaves their fragrance shed? 
Say, did the wise, the good, the just, 
Lie ‘neath thee moul'’dring in the dust? 
If so thou wert by nature given 


To lead our thoughts from Earth to Heaven. 


Or did’st thou rise an emblem fair 


Of youth and beauty slumb’ring there? 

Then thou hast seen the mourners bear— 
And heard the broken, 
Witnessed the heart, by 
In faith look up from Earth to Heaven. 


fervent prayer— 


sorrow riven, 


And hast thou seen the thoughtless tread 
Careless and lightly o’er the dead? 

Hast seen the laugh, and heard the jest 
Within that sacred place of rest? 
Forgetful they that time was given 


To train the soul on Earth to Heaven. 


And when thy leaves all faded lie, 
O teach me then that I must die, 
But when I sleep within the tomb, 
Upon my grave may roses bloom, 
And may the soul which God has given, 


When loosed from Earth, arise to Heaven. 


—~~~2Oeer- -- -— 
Origina 


The Butterfly. 


BEAUTIFUL thing, wing, 


Bright as the 


with tiny 


gayest flowers, 


Thou should'st be forever free, 
‘mid sylvan bowers. 


ith stars so bright, 


Roaming 
And when comes night, w 
The bosoin of some sweet rose, 


Serves for a nest, whereia to rest, 
' Ges Pe ae 
And seek thy night’s repose, 
Thou art up with the sun Ah! 
Sipping the sparkling dew, 
That softly fell, 


Of the violet bright and blue. 


in the tiny 
When with wiid delight, a child gets sight 
Of thy wing of brightest hue, 

Then there is a chase, and with laughing g 


The child it doth pursue. 





But Autumn's breath, brings to thee death, 
And thou sink’st 
But thou never ag: 
Will shelter thyself in a rose. 

Liny or VioteT DELL. 


- 7 seer - 


again tu rep se, 


nin, in sunshine or rain, 


BENIFICENCE.—To relieve the helpless is the grea- 
test happiness which man is allowed to taste in this | 


life. 
—- —- e»weee  ——- 


then there's fun, 


race, 


¥ Original. 

What I Dreamed. 
"Twas a glorious morn, as I wandered on, 
Alone in a mighty wood; 

, The winds were still, buta gushing rill 

| Broke the deep solitude. 

The emerald leaves waved in the breeze. 
| But hushed was their music-moan, 

| And flowers light beamed on my sight 

| From their silken mossy throne. 

| The air was filled with sweets distilled 
From the breath of the blushing rose, 
Aud the silent brook danced up to look, 


But wept at the lily-bells close. 


The sun glanced down without a frown, 
1 On things so pure and sweet, 
And fell in folds of chequered gold 
| Beneath my straying feet. 
All things were fair—the very air 
Brought sweetness to my soul, 
| While o'er my head the white clouds sped, 
Like pure unsullied scrolls. 
As I sat me down with a thoughtful mind, 
My memory plumed her wing; 
| Then away she flew through the ethér blue, 
| And with sweet toned voice did sing. 
| She sped away thro’ forest and brae, 
O’er mountain and city and vale; 
Then with weary wing, came back again 
And told me a sorrowful tale. 
Sad, sad was my heart as I turned to depart, 
And hasten away to my home; 


When my soul was thrilled and my spirit filled 
With a beautiful music-tone. 
| Oh! sweet was the sound, and I gazed around 
With wondering wild delight; 

But no mortal was near, and I felt a fear, 
Itmight be some fairy sprite. 

Now the strains rose clear and wild on the air, 


And a soul seemed to live in each note; 


| But as softer and sadder the strains become 





| T heard a voice and it spoke: 
‘Come near to me lady, I'll teach thee to weave 
A song in whose numbers a spirif shall breathe; 
I'll give thee my lute, 
And its voice shall be mingled with thine 
I'm the Goddess of Music, 
My heavenly offic 
Bat guard well the tr 
And sa 


[ started and trembled as trying 


‘tis a beatiful thing, 

as you sing. 
but I will resign 

e to thee and to thine; 

asure, or it may depart, 
1 then and lonely will be thy young heart.” 
to s% iy 

I would willingly 
W he na de} 
Was dr pT 


Her robe was as white as the new 


all her sweet counsel ol eV, 

cate Jute, of the brightest of pearl, 

ved at my feet by a beantiful girl. 

drifted snow, 

\nd upon her soft cheek was a roseate glow; 

I gazed but a moment, and then she was gone, 

Like some zephyr she fled atthe morn’s early dawn; 

As I snatched up the lute, changed, oh changed was 
the scene, {dream. 

And I found I'd been wrapped in a soft pleasing 

Ashland, O. LILY. 
eee 
| Coo..—Sir Walter Scott tellsa story of a gentleman 


. >e - Hy D ; | . . . . . 
MARRIAGE seldom goes by merit. The most beauti- | who, irritated atsome misconduct of his servant said— 


ful girl often marries the most ordinary man; and itis 
not unusual to see aman ofeminent abilities uuited to 


a homely, sour, and illiterate woman. 


“John, either you or I must quit this house.” 
“Vera weel, sir,” said John, “where will yourhon- 
or be ganging to?” 





| 
| 
| 


i. 
| 





Original. 


The Heart-Broken. 





BY MRS PHILOMEL Ss. WEED 





Why doth the maiden linger 
Beside the casement there! 
Why are those orange blossoms 
Entwined with her dark hair’ 
Why is her tiny finger 

By that rich circlet bownd? 
Why are her eyes so often 
Cast down upon the grownd? 
I'll let you in the seeret:— 
This is her bridal day; 

The bridegroom still is absent— 
Why stays he thus away 
She will not think him faithless, 
“Oh! no—it cannot be !- 

Some accident detains him, 

He soon will be with me.” 


Another long hour passes, 

And yet he is not here— 

Now maiden! nerve your heart-strings 
The dreadful truth to hear! 

The one you loved so dearly, 

Is perjured,—and his vow 

No longer is remembered! 

Maiden! God help thee now! 


As the sapling of the forest 

Is blighted by the storm, 

So was the maiden’s life-hope 
All withered now and torn! 
They bore her to the charnel, 
They laid her in the grave, 
And to His hands resigned her, 
Who is mighty still to save 


Jackson, April 1, 1847. 


A Funny Bill of Items. 


THE following is a bill of items bat introduced in 


atrial of a breach of promise case Yelure a court in 
New Hampshire; 
Mr. EL1IPHALET . 
To Miss Pheenitn ———, Dr. 
To saving three colillions on first acquain- 
tance, coos cb es oe -$15 00 


dream that 


To value of three sighs an 
pith, «++ 2050 cece sees seseeM SEED: - ++ +5260 00 


To thinking of the color of tisiij7s one day at 


Ghiarch «- ++ oc ce cece cone vnws oe 0c Sic pees 
To going to the races with leiny u/er refusing 

siz other beaux, -++++++++ . Fo.svet conte Ge 
To cutting three fine feller ¢ please him---- 93 00 
To making a watch chain, -- - re seeeee+ +120 00 
To cost of materials for illo, -- ++ +++ +++ 79 


To 5 romps and 2 flirtatioms,--» --+>-+-+++-144 00 
To tearing a gown and bywrs 

in said POMP, «++ eee ees Pon bas ewes 9 Oe 
To one kiss—stolen, - . -125 00 
To allowing him to his. 10 cheek 10 times 


ig a stocking 


without flinching +++* +--+ --- + -110 00 
To a long walle by mantic: )!. eluding + sen- 

timent lost «+ «« «+08 ee ee eee © ee 70 00 
To thirty blushes when /ie popped the _ 

iT), a -600 00 
ae Ss 1 94 


res 









aeerngttns 


eo eee 
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Amaranth. 





Ori gimas. | Like waters sheltered from the shining sun, By a glance at the past, we have seen how genera- 
Letters to my Ideal Correspondent: Hidden in the dim mantle oftits dreaming, tion after generation has arisen and built for them- 
NO 1 Asif it sought all real things to shun; selves a name anda place among men, and then sunk 


PARDON me, my ETnennA, for replying to your 
packet of sweet thoughts, 1! rough the AMARANTH; 
but I love its meaning, and» would fain have ourcor- 
respondence Amaranthine How sweetly you talk | 


to me, and how grateful I a) fat you deign to favor | 


me with such a wealth “ot yekwatifial fancies—images | 
fresh from the Ideal Worl You desire to know | 
who have been added to,my Coteric of choice spirits: 
Ah, as many as there are’ (iors in the rainbow, and 


as different; and it only scoms needful to have you | 
among us, to complete our® rele—and a magic one it | 
would then be! | 

A Sybil told me my fortitpe the other day,and I 


musttell it to you I anvto 


———**Dwell in some brighit Tittle isle of my own, 





In the blue summer ocean, fr off and alone— 

Where a leaf never dies in the still blooming bowers, 

And the bee banquets on thmough a whole year of 
flowers.” | 


How delightful! Justisuch a life as I should love- 
with our little band to share imp empire! The days 
: 
t 


all bloom and brightness, with beauty-beamiug bow- 


ers and cloudless skies; an} the nights—ah the deli-| 


cious nights of the southwith their brilliant stars, and 

singing birds, and whisperiag leaves, varied by the 

grand melody of old oceati sounding surges !—should 

we not be happy! Ab. lui welltan we appreciate 

such loveliness. But] Hat nearly forgotten your re- 

quest, and now I will*(eseribe! First, Ishall give 
= 


youa picture of STELL\, who is at this moment boun- 


on her first errand to the yet} 





ding outoimy si 
leafless woods, to; wateh for the appearance of the | 
earliest violet thatspasees abowe-the soil. Not wilder 


a4pJleat 


= ytelia 


is the unfettered bird: of Spring, than “our 
and as happy andjcay; but, withal, no warmer heart 
exists, that is ciited) with the true spirit of poesy—see- 
ing be auty In €VeLViling, l Vv ing every thing—yet 80 


happily blind to’th triding annoyances which make 


some of usso wretohed. Ever full of mingled mis- 
chief and sentiment, she is at once my tormentor—and 
my particulargatt=ction. If I am sad, she ascribes so 
many queer catis’s for my sorrow, that] must needs 
laugh until I nite recovered; am I gay, she is so! 








amiable, and’saich in real merrimentand as 


it is Impossidl tto feelin the same humor, as if by 











Hic ’ my wm ! La an wi 5 
of cour A [ really sad and th ] ieved, 
her white’arms liave such an ¢ rings ¢ ss, and 
her soft ey tears— tears look 
go con oi t perky t 
for her ‘1 y,and amus ment at hex i ¢ t 
to be sorrogmnl, Lam sure to forget my cistre Oh, 
her temnpct nt is as bright asJune! 

And Miisgzanwe—lI know not ) ibe her 
who ex uch deep, and v l tion ) 
ruch wo r,and so much love! Beautiful she is! 
lovely idveam of Paradise, t such a mist for- 
ever « ls her being that w ay never look up- 
on her] ess with a careless eve True, the din 
veil wilt hadows her is brightened by the. bright 
nme witltin; but yet none dare t try 19 Cissipate t 
ether nd; it seems to much like the emanati 
of soul. Lennnot tell you better how she seems, tha 
by wis m some lines I addre d to her last ev 
ning. enveloped in her dreams, she sat g 
putinis tie cold moonlight, heedless ofal! the light 
and conv: rsesvithia:— 


J never sa“ wurht like to what thou art— 
A spirit so pegolior im its mould, 

With so much wildness, and with yet a part 
Of every softer beauty we behold; 

So dark and still attimes, thy spiritseeming 


| 





down to the grave, wherein there is no knowledge or 
device. 

We have seen youth in its innocence, manhood in 
its pride, and old age in its reflection, swept from the 
stage of action as it were in a moment. 

We have seen the brightest hopes, and the most 
sanguine expectations of man, pass away asthe early 


And yet again, emerging from its dream, 

Thy soul shines forth, pelucid as the air; 

And oh, so lovely and so bright, we deem 

That mortal spirit could never be so fair! 

Thy thoughts, in their rare current, stilly gliding, 

Glimmer so starrily through thy pure eyes, 

pouenng Gtanyens ofthe henst's nigeing hidiag dew, or the morning cloud; his brightest hours of 

W ithin their depths, gem-bedded like the skies. “89 id a Sigg P : 
prosperity are but flashes of sunlight, upon his exis- 

Thy form seems moulded in thy souls own grace— | tence, which send forth their effulgent reys, lighting, 

Adapted to express each subtile thought,— for a moment, his rugged path, and then disappearing 

So fair and lucid is thy lilly face, inthe dark mazes of despair. 

Thy motion with such witchery is fraught. The passing scenes of life are butadream of min- 


There isso much in every act of thine, | gled happiness and woe, from which we will never 


That tells thy soul keepeth an angel guard, awake, until we have finished our pilgrimage here, 


Their glorious wings do almost seem to shine and entered that eternity of which we know so little. 


A glowing halo round their lovely ward. The history of the past is fraught with incidents of hu- 





— |man life, which we have every feason to suppose 
Alas! when I do gaze on thee, my spirit eases 1 ; ; é J 2 1 yeaa bares 
: : | will be re-enacted in the future. Then if we may be 
Longeth for Paradise, and vaguely dreams, | all - , ke , 
R ‘ . Bi <4 ‘ allowed to judge the future by the past, let us, whe 
Wondering if there itself will not inherit . oJ ” 2 te — : j 
e ; an are now in the bloom of youth, think of the time when 
Some ofsuch brightness as about thee beams. i Hed i 1 , . 
; , | we will be called to act the part alloted to us upon the 
Surely the music, and the unfading flowers, ; ii I Nag josie 








} he 
: : stage of life. 
And forms of light that walk the courts of heaven, : , 
es , We see around us forms which are not as yet bow- 

Do fill thy visions in thy musing hours, | ; ne 
| ed down with the cares which are incidentto the ex- 
i 
| 


So that to thee their semblance has been given. F ‘ 

- istence of man; we see eyes thatsparkle with the lin- 

ae ae eee . , er ic , i 

the window, and raising the curtain, which | eaments of intellect; cheeks that are radient with the 
| 


down around her form, hiding her from glow of health, and minds which have never bowed 


Going to 





was flowing 
us, lasked her why she seemed sad. She immediate- | beneath the pernicious and soul-debasing influence 
ly replied, ina tone of ineflable sweetness, Impromp- | ofvice. Our hearts beat high inthe expectation of fa- 
tu:— ture happiness and glory; our feet are destined soon 
I am not sad, but such a flood | to tread upon the graves of our fathers and our hands 
Of gentle thoughts arise, to sway the sceptre and guide the reins of both civil 
That to be gay would wrong the past, | and moral goverment. 
And its sweet memories. } ‘Lhe happiaess and prosperity of the millions who 
So there is a past for her to cherish, and its history | Wi!l succeed us, depend on our exertions—yes, the 
may be the subject of some future number. Ishould | peace of the world de pends on the interest which we 


say something of our gentlemen, but fear ifI do so at) “ke in the advancement of sience, civilization and re- 


present, the Editor will exclude me from his columns. | ligion. 
But more anon. Believe me, I send you much love. The millions who are bowing down with wild fa- 
Yours, au revoir, ; haticism at the shrine of the Pagan'’s God, and casting 
AURETYA, | themselves before the murderous wheels of the car of 
Pe ee Y | their deluded imaginations, can only be rescued from 


their dens of cruelty by the exertions which we make 


The Destiny of Man: 
An Original Composition, by Simon Ross, read at | ' 
the Examination, at the clase of the late session of} ‘These are duties which devolve upon the rising 


Asiland Aca cmy ia ‘ } i ee " 


neration, and some of us, we doubt not, will reap 


in sending to them the light of the gospel. 


























We cannot liftthe veil ef futurity, and bring forth from | the sof God and ofour fcllow-men, for the 
ts hidden recesses the ever-changing scenes of future | ex< rtions which we make in the right discharge of 
life We cannot portray to you the trials and vicisi- | these duti s; wl others will serve as clogs to the 
tucles of that life, w hallof us, in the common course | w) eels of Philanthrophy and Civilization, whose 
oinature, are Gestined to live. | names shall be handed down for posterity to curse. 
We know that v re here this evenine, in the full Some of us will I found, gi laurels on the 
‘ ymeut of **] | t id the pursuitof ha hill of Sience. tr Virtue, and 
i) J we | W not t jOTTOW 1b Dring t shinin it f Fame, while 
r thee 1, desolation and wo ers will drink dress, and 
We | t x of r { cestiny; a dark! rush with wild i interminable 
l » bas i ¢ our eyes, ai veils v of Di 
row our view the path which we are to tread t why Per ) vening, with 
ie, but, we knoow that the 1 1 of de Lis earts elated w i} col is- 
vehind this veil, ready to summon us from time t yout 1 in e of tine, 
rhity, atevery step we tak < fiends in moy depart 
We know, ulso, thatat most our lives are but a span: | from us, and hands be raised high in rebellion 
tfrom the cradk grave, itis buta period of ast God and our fellow beings. Our voices, 
irenuttiag sorrow, turmoil,and strife. We know} which now are hear only in the wild bursts of mirth 
iat death will come—*the most certain and yet the | and gladness, may in Ume be raised in souncs Ciscor- 
tuncertaia of all things.” It comes at dawn, and | dant as the notes of hell—laughing, with unhallowed 
t twilight—at poonday, aud in the stillness of the y, in the face of the victims of our cruelly, when 
uidnight hour; it comes to the infant, inthe cradle; to | the y bow in supplication before us. 
the school-boy, in the midst of his youthful sport; to| May the God that rules our destinies, forbid that 


. 
the young man, whose beauty is his strength, and to any of these things should come upon us; may the 





the old man, whose glory is his hairs. Itcomes 





brightest hopes and fondest anticipations of our 


vr transaction of our lives, we are certain of this—we 
know that death must sooner or later come upon us. 


Religion and Peace float over us through life and be 


| 
io all; and although we are certain of no other period | endl be fully realized, and may the white banner of 
| our winding sheetin death. 














The 


Amaranth. 
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EWLTOR'S GALYVWA, 





. ————— 
“The only Amaranthine flower on earth is— Virtue 
The only lasung t ensure—Truth!”” 
AR RRR IE LR RLRL RL ELLIS ELL LLL ILL LO LLIN 
ROBERT ‘VV. KENNEDY, EDITOR. 





ASHLAND, O.,::::22:::2: 


tresses 4 PRIL 3, 1847. 


AGENTS FOR THE AMARANTH. 


ieFrancis Hammer, of Mansfield, is an autho- | 


zed Avent for the “Amaranth,” for that town and | are at variance. But my surprise at the power held 
| by the diminutive race of PREPrcCSITIONS, knew no 
i I really found that these little people actu- 


vicinily. 


jy Joun M, NAYror, is hereby authorised and re- | 


epecifully reque sted to act as Age nt for the Amaranth 
in Woosler, and vicinity 

[pMr Matrurw ALLIson is a Travelling Agent 
én the counties of Ashland, Wayne ar ! Richland, for 


the STANDARD and AMARANTH. Persons wishing 
to subscribe for either of these papers can give thew 


namcs to Mr ALLISON, with aperfect assurance that 


all money paid to him for our use will be promptly | be dha 


paid over lo us. 

g7Mr Attso0~ is alsoan Acent for Edward Walk- 
er’s Pictorial Publishing Establishment, New York 
City, and will receive subscriptions for the “STATES- 
M AN’ Manuva,” the “War oF INDEPENDENCE,” 


Dowrtna’s “RoMANISM,” and various other impor- 
j 


tant works. 
~-7eoor- _ 


lot 
TP We have given up CUR COLUMN, in this num- 
. | 


ber to our correspondents; and we very willingly re- 





linquish it, for the reason, that we have not had time 





to write any thing. We, like many of our nei 





have been vin vhich we hope, willl 
sidered a sui t excuse 
~2.ocoer 
Tz Several original arti les intended for this number 
of the AMARANTH, have been crouded out for want 
of room. 
—_—__.-__~2ose——————— 


Origioa 
Grammar - Land. 


THERE is a tract of land situat on the ez 
side of the Hill of Science, and tm trave ling throug 





the country 
Templ Fame, we must needs pass throug! 
Pempl i 

had beet neving a number of mor in 
with some of my Imen 
walls 


not Hac 


—several t i ri 

and we w sklinost In des 
our rabas ¢ ia 
knoe ker!" 
use €f/ . We 
ma hi time the 
To our creat surprise, the whole cou re 
like ab nh, rocky wil i 3 W 

er builai nor 3 jiant Th 

found to be a cel t in our vision, or 

we were not: tomed to nher {Gra 
mar-Land, for ss we advanced, we fo 

dous rocks to be lencdid mansions. ‘| 

to which we were introduced was the NOUN T he 


are very numer ind arreeabie, and 






found no ty in getting acqui inted with the 
W hile visit the Nouns, I became interested 1n tw 
little AnticLes—.4n and The—who belonged to the 


family. The Pronounsare also very numerous; they 
are a sort of “poor relations,” or dependants upon the 


Nouns. 1 became quite partial to Miss PERsoNAL 


| residence in Grammar-Land. 


PRONOUN, but her cousins the ADJECTIVE PRONOUNS 
and Compounp RELATIVES, were so reserved, that, 
after being a few days in their society, lknew little 
more of them than if I had never seen them. The 
Verps are very influential people; they andthe Nouns 
are on good terms;many of the latter govern or rule 
the Verbs—the verbs being agreed, while to them oth- 
er Nouns are subject. The helpmates of the Verbs, 


called Ap-VERBS, are amiable ladies. CONJUNC- 


TIONS are a mild set; they are indeed the peacemakers 





of the land—bringing together and uniting those who 


bon 





aily ruled many of their neighbors, the Nouns! In- 
deed the 31st Article of their Constitution gives li- 


} 


| cense to them to govern in certain cases. 


The only 
individuals that I did not like were the INTERIEO 


TIONS. I never metthem on the street butthey greet- 


} ed me with a Ho! Hallo!—else they were sighing 


Oh! Alas! &c., & 


, 
peak ¢€ xcept 


were I to tell of all my adventures and acquaintances 


1 , ¢ 


in this country; I must theref 
those who have not alread 
well the Laws and Constitution of Grammar-Land. 


AURA. 


Ishland, O. 


TRULY is life a web. 


our sorrows. And as various colors are commingled 
tome ther in a common web, so is our life made up of 


varied and changing events. One moment pleasures 


flash upon our min 


| the dark abyss of misery, and sorrows wild and strange 


brood o'er our souls. 


of life, the commotion of objects by which we are sur- 
| rounded, more plainly proves the correctness of the 


| application. Who will hesitate to allow that life 


] 


ningled? Look abroad o'er the earth, and view the 








| various changes which continually go ow around us 
| Hast thou ever seen a fair and gentle girl, just bud- 
ding into maidenhood, with the brightest prospects 
before her?—hast thou ever known her san to s 
while-i rt to break under the 
ru if te) ? er is but n oO 
e Gar saa sw re « Ito Vv 1és8 Varied 
» 3 n il lo 
ly ‘ i ne, anaut 
‘ 1 r minds, we are Cast upon some 
y rock, ci y e tranquil W rs; place 
i ens t lead us as Here we may 
| ) row ! i web o 
3 kive sand varyi 
j H re bl 
» in : O yf light 
i a i vee! 
, , whil 1 ion 
) I y pl ‘ r ( 
i m ! , Wilh its Cevastating train comes upon 
us fi ul embrace of o 
i 
( ' mped on thin arth] nd 
) t t tionals Y a oO 
1 I { pt u Ol ¢ | . 
rut t ‘ ex rp T 
i i soul, and s WwW a iricty of i 
will be blended with the lives of those individuals wh 
compose it. A number of young ladies may be pur- 
suing the same branches, listening to the same acdmo- 


} 
| friendship. 
} i 
| 


mind pervades the happy throng. 


They had not brains enough to 
in monosyHables.—They were regarded 
tizens as interlopers, who had no right toa 
But time would fail, 


re close, by advising 


y done so, to visit and study 


he Web of our Life is of Mingled Yarn.’ 


Its warp our joys—its weft 


another they are hurled into 


nitions, and joined in a band by the silken eord of 
With smiles they greet each other; they 


all seem to abide ina realm of purity, and a unity of 


In the every-day occurrences | 


Pass over a few years. Some of tiiose now young 
and gay, may have retired. in life, thew lave gone to 
foreign lands, or are scattered o’er the wie world— 
distant from each other as ‘is ‘the North) from the 
South. Many have severed this holy if that bound 
them, while others continue firm and somgiast friends. 
Death, too, has taken some of the fair am sovely ones 
for hisown. Such is life!—now bright and) beautiful 
—chasing the airy phantoms of pleaswejand happi- 
ness with light and joyous hearts. ‘Trgi>le) and sor 
row find no cordial welcome in our bessins, and time 
rolls on, as happy as some fairy dream. 
change! We are assailed by temptation, or encom 
passed by prevailing calamities, and ay \+terred in 
our course of uninterrupted joy, and riicdered truly 
miserable. Inthe business affairs of ile, the same ad- 
mission is applicable ; for change is univer<alland every 


ou 








Blut alas, the 


thing is subject to its powerful sway, Wyenjmonarchs 
and kings mustleave their lofty-thrones oi/power; and 
others, inferior in every respect, are raised)in the esti- 
mation of the world, and looked up to as,wise and 
good. A community, ina short space sof years, is 
changed from light to darkness, or datness to light. 
Some persons, by ill deeds, are doomed! to share the 
horrible fate of the accused ; others live a life of gay- 
ety and fashion, undisturbed by the tlirmoils of the 
world, thinking only of the presenit-spering not a 
Thus tliey li 


| thus they are consigned to ‘the narrow tomb, and we 





passing thought for the future. and 


shut our eyes upon their everlasting destiny. 


Some 
spend their time in promoting good t their fellow 
men—in piety and teaching piety to Gthers. These 
are the shades of light that blend with ti 
of our frail existence. 


other colors 
The different events which 
compose life, are as easily changed or witrily, destroy - 
ed as the slender threads of which a eeinmon web is 
composed, and we can say, in sincerity and. truth, 
that “human life is a web.” 
Ke E. L. 
ee 
Selected. 





IN a recent conversation between two gentle: n 
on the subject of sitting up at night with the cick, ‘on 
ofthem remarked tiat he could not stand “iting up, 
towhich the other gravely replied, that Ye did not 
mind “sitting up,” ifhe could “lie down.” 

_— 2s2ee co ———— 
TYPOGRAPHICAL ERRoR.—Intendinet putidown 
the word heterogeneous, the printer had) it)“hit-a 
rogue-genius,”” 

Sy ee 
TRIFLING with repu 





ion is like changin hoarded 
guinca; the moment itis broken in upon 
— a> 
WHENEVER we drink too deep of pl », we find 
asedimentat the bottom, which polliutes and) embit- 
itwe relished at first. 





- 2 
Sir Isaac Newton was a poet as w sJa\mathema- 
ti um and philosopher, The follow gis the true 
language of poetry: “The crain is God's bo nty 
and the flowers are his smiles.” 
} 
———~~-0 0-2 + 

Why are we led to infer that Davt: and Joshua 

re intemperate men? 

Because David, when he went owt meet Goliath 
ithe field of honor, “took a sli and J ac 
revious to his attack on the wall 7 : 

horn,” and gave a“ regular blow-< dts 
— oe > 
“1 little more animation; my idrire hionered 





B. to the gentle Susan, who ing | 
uidly through " ae 
uly Urough @ quadrille, at a@ pai “Do leave 
é 
ne tomanage my own business, man 
provident nymph; “I shall not danex yn Y ringlets out 
| of curl for a married man.” “Of coursenot my love 


t . 
| Gut Iwas not aware who your partner was." 


ar } lied the 











7, - be . wok e 
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Amaranth. 
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Original. 


Letter from Miss “S. Orphelina Lundly,” 
IN REPLY TO “POLLY WALKER.” 
New York Crry, March 31. 

Dear Polly:—You were very kind indeed for wri- 
ting me a letter, and telling me about your Mexican 
ladies, especially your belle Miss S. She most certain- 
ly is a very charming creature. Your Uncle’s house 
aud garden must look beautiful, his meshanic potatoes 
I suppose are rare flowers. I think the Battery is as 
pleasant as your turpentine walks. You requested 
me to give you a description of New York, and an 
I will, 
and you may then judge for yourself, wether they 
are any thing in comparison with your Mexican en- 
tertainments. The most public place of resort, is the 
Battery, which covers about ten acres of ground, and 


account of the different places of amusement. 


is said to be the most delightfal ground in the city.— 
it is diversified with plots of grass and gravel walks, 
and is rendered shady by the weeping willow, the 
elm, the sycamore, and other trees. Seats are also 
provided for the weary and those who wish to lounge 
and look over the spacious bay. It is delightful on a 
summer afternoon, to watch the vessels of all kinds, 
as they glide by ; and on Salybath, after church, to be- 
hold the crowds of people ofall classes, ages and sex, 
all in their Sunday best, enjoying the delightful air of 
the Battery, is truly interesting. The Bath house is 
situated near, and is so constructed that it raises and 


falls with the tide. Thereis a large gallery around it, | 


and small closets. 
see the different costumes: they wear oil cloth caps on 
their heads, and some haye gowns of the same, and 
you would laugh to see them fill their ears with 
cotton just before diving in. Numbers of children 
may be seen, some laugiiig, some screaming, and oth- 
ers just jumping in, with nothing around them but 
their life preservers. 

The Castle Garden js Gonstructed in the same man- 
ner, and is very largeand showy. Itis three or four 
stories high, and aroun! eaeh is a porch with railing. 
Of late itis considered qeie asource of amusement 
to visit the resevoirs, wiih are situated near 4 miles 
from Broadway. The latgerone covers about 60 acres 
of ground, the smaller one 20. The larger has about 
20 feet of water, and the wells are so wide that 4 car- 
riages can ride on them al) Mast. The water is convey- 
e| by means of a covere(! aqueduct of strong mason 
alled Murrey's Hill, from 
whence it is distributed thr 


work, to arise of land 
gh the city, and is excee- 
dingly pure and soft. It js also made to contribute as 
a source of pleasure by means ofthe fountains. There 
are three in New York. The Bowling green, the Park, 
The 


pomular ; itis shaded with 


and the name ofthe other 1 do not recollect. 


Bowling green is the most 
7° 


trees and covers about on © of ground, the water 
when in its full strength flick t the heighth of 60 feet. 


In the centre is a huge pu 


stones through which 
the water spouts. Itis allot sed by an iron fence, 
the balls of which were broken off in time of the rev- 
olution, to shoot at the en The tountain has 
been there only about 4 years, One evening we had 
the (ents illuminated the 
with different hinds ef gases, and they as- 
sumed all the colors of the rfijinw. Attimes there 
wet five balls of vari- 
ods colors among the trees, which madethem look as 
if they were on fire. 


quite an entertaining feat, 


fountain 


might have been seen several d 


a great distance and did indeed look beautiful. There 
were about thirty thousand peojile ti attendance, and 
it issaid to have been the most splendid fire works 
ever exhibited in America and 66st from 20 to 30 
thousand dollars. There are five tipentres, but I have 
not visited any of them yet, nor dol think I shall, for 
I do not approve of them. Oh’ | tad almost forgot- 
ten to tell you about the s;lendid pirty we had at 


Mr Lindley's last eye. Ithink our belle rather out- | elogaence entertains his thousands to-day, to-morrow \a Paper? * 


It is(jnite diverting when filled, to | 


The skhy-rockets were thrown to | 


did Miss S. She was dressed ia a robe of white satin, 
and over that was thrown a gown of silk lace worked 
beautifully, which was looped up with moss roses.— 
Her raven hair was not curled with pipe stems, but 
hung in massive ringlets o’er her snowy neck; on her 
head she wore a coronet of diamonds; her feet were 
encased in small white satin slippers, and her arms 
were encircled by a diamond bracelet. There were 


so handsome. I suppose the gents were all about as 
handsome as your Cousin Samuel. Iam getting my 
letter rather lengthy, so I must close. I will finish 
the description of New York in my next. 

Your dear cousin, 








many others that were dressed as gay, but none were | 


covered with oblivion’s wave. 


his theme is treason, and he is exiled or guillotined. 

The hero fights across the field of battle to-day, and 
his heart beats high in anticipation of future greatness, 
when millions shall be subject to his nod and bow and 
kiss his sceptre and yield to his imperious mandates. 
| But despotism is but of short duration. He loses a 
| battle, a province revolts, civil war commences, the 
| state presents one great scene of commotion, he is 
dethroned, beheaded, imprisoned, or wanders an exile 
in far distant lands. 


| Such is the history of the millions that now inhabit 





the earth, who seem to be moving in a vast phalanx to- 
' . . : 
| wards the tomb, and will soon tumble into it, and be 
Oh! chilling thought ! 


S. ORPHELINA LUNDLY. Perhaps some engraved monument or tombstone may 
} oo mark for a while the place where their bodies rests, 
Original. | but the ravages of time will wear it away and leave no 
— | 
| 


LiFe is but a bubble, fleeting, changing, on the great 
ocean of human existence. 


| What is Life? 
| 


One day riding on the | 
| tempestuous billows, subject to the most thrilling 


scenes and dangers, liable to sink beneath the boister- 


| Ashland, O 
} 


ous turmoils which rage around it. The next day it 


may be seen sporting in the gentle gale, and sailing on 


the peaceful wave, surrounded by every thing that 
| could conduce to happiness, with bright prospects, a | 
obli- | 
| quely on the gentle billow, orthe beams of the pale 


clear sky and the rays ofthe orient sun pourin c 


> 


| moon throwing their gentle effuleence over nature's 
vast domain, accompanied by a thousand glittering 
stars. Again we see it subje ct to raging disease, and 
all the pains and sufferings which can torture the hu- 
man system; a sickly glow may be seen depicted on 
the countenance of the sufferer. Some blind, some 
deaf, some frantic, some lame, some with a hand or 
foot off, may be seen passing along through the busy 


| company, journeying through life. 


. ‘ ‘ : | 
The monarch is clothed in royalty to-day, with a | 
glittering diadem upon his brow gleaming with a thou- 


{s, with which it is bedecked, 
|; and holding in his band the sceptre of nations; sur- | 


sand sparkling diamon 


sounded by ten thousand admiring courtiers, who 

laud his deeds, extol his virtue to the skies, and | 
seem to pledge eternal friendship. 3ut his sceptre 
falls, his robes drop off. The diadem is snatched from 
his brow, by some more daring spirit. His influence 


is gone. His insmense wealth is no more. His friends 


forsake him. He isin rags. He is incarcerated in a 


loathsome prison—al! have forgotten him. 


Nor less changing is the history of the man of wealth: 





another snatches the shining dust from his coffers | 


and bears it triumphantly aw 





ay, butto be bitten more 
severe by the serpent avarice, which will wind its 
1 


yund and sink deep in his vitals 


fi 


deadly 3 close ar 








its poisonous fangs. To-d ly we see the student pour- 





verly over hi booksin quest of knowledge. He 


dreams of after er 





ss, and pro idly hopes that he 


may wear laurels e, d k at the 
fount of everlasting remembrance, ascend 
fame, stand 


summit of national upon its lofty pio 


acle, and evroll his name among the most renowned. 


Butalas! for him there is a tale of sadness, He grows 
pale, and nervous. Consumption is eating slowly, 
but deadly at his vitals. The hectic glow upon his 
cheek assumes the hue ofhealth, while raging disease 
lurks within. 


The brittle thread iscut. His pros- 


pects are blighted, and he sinks into forgetfulness. 
The Lawyer, Doctor and Preacher accompanied 
| by the Statesman, are hastening along with colossal 
strides toward the summit of eternal fame. But alas! 
“few ! very few there are’ who are fortunate enough 


to winthe precious pearl. For the Statesman to day 


| stands upon the pinacle of praise, elevated high in of- 


fice, but by some misdeed, or freak of fortune, he is 
hurled from his lofty eminence, and buried in perpet- | 


jual shame. The Orator with his thrilling peals of 


trace of itfor kindred decendants to visitand drop 
the briny tear. Perhaps for a little while the weep- 
ing willow, shaken by the passing breeze, may bend 
mournfully over the spot where we lie; but the worm 
of time will eat at its heart, and it will die. 

G. W. H. 


TAL WOES, 





A Disciple oF SHAKSPEARE.—* Ha! is that a dag- 


| ger I see before me?” said a young actor, who was 


practising histrionics in his attic. “No sir,” said 
his landlord’s red haired daughter, “its only mam- 


ma’s bill for seven weeks’ board and washing!” 


VALENTINES.—T he Home Journal publishes to 
or three columns of Valentines. 
mattic point in the following :— 

TO MISS ——— 
Ah, trait’ress fair, coquett no more ; 
Your beaux have turned their backs, I see; 
But you had turned their heads before— 


There is epigram- 


Ind now the're as they ought to be! 


/It a debating school down east, the question, 
“Ought a fellow to goarter a Gal arter she's gin him 
the mitten!” was “very ably discussed,” affirmatively 
and negatively, and after due consideration and re- 
flection by the President, decided that he “hadn't 


oughter.”, 


The Debating Society of Spring Garden, has re- 
cently, aster a very animated discussion on the ques- 
tion, “Whether any Gal hasa right to say no afore 
sheis axed,” decided nem. con. that “she haint.” 

PARAPHRASE.—T he popular me lody, of “Dance, 
boatmen, dance! dance all night, till broad day-light, 
and go home with the girls in the morning,” is thus 
rendered into prose: 


“Mingle in the mazes of the dance. thou knight of 
the oar, while the re spl ndent luminary of the day has 
withdrawn his light from the earth—till bright Auro- 
ra gilds the eastern sky with golden light—and then, 


th? 


with thy characteristic gallantry, ac company the fair 
and unsophisticated participants of thy pleasure to 


their parental mansions.” 


| alt f fi | 
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